>The sounds of running water filled the house as Lincoln stood in front of the sink, doing his best to clean the scraps of food and grime off the stack of dishes on the counter.
>He made it through the first half, but he still had a mountain left to deal with.
>As his hands ran across a plate slick with peanut butter and broccoli bits, footsteps echoed throughout the halls, stopping by his side.
>"Hey Lincoln, can I borrow your backpack for a prank? I wanna-"
>"No." Lincoln was quick to cut off Luan, one of his sisters, who was now tugging at his pant-legs. Lincoln continued to toil away at his chore, ignoring her pleas.
>"C'mon, it'll be super funny! Please big bro? Pleasepleaseplease!"
>The young boy put his finger to his chin, pretending to enter deep meditative thought. He let out a soft 'hmmm', causing Luan to grasp him tighter, excitement pulsing through her body.
>"...Nope!"
>"Fine! I'll just use Lana's!"
>"Wai-"
>And just like that, Luan bolted from the room and up the stairs, where Lincoln was a bit too lazy to follow.
>So Lincoln resumed his work, scrubbing away at his dishes until he felt another tug at his leg.
>This time, Lori stood next to him. Soon as their eyes met she began to shout.
>"I wanna play with Bobby!"
>"You can play with him at school tomorrow, why don't you go and keep Luan from doing...whatever she's planning."
>"Why can't I play with Bobby? Everyone else gets to have a friend over tonight! I wanna play with Bobby!"
>The young Lori stomped her feet into the ground, letting out a heavy 'Hmmph!' while looking up to her brother expectantly.
>"You already had him over yesterday, and the day before yesterday, and monday. Besides, Mom said she didn't want any boys at this slumber party."
>"But you're a boy!"
>"I live here."
>"Fine! But I wanna have Bobby over tomorrow!"
>With that, Lori stomped her feet again and bolted away, the sounds of laughter following behind her.

>Seconds passed and a crash boomed out from upstairs. Lincoln winced at whatever it could be he'd need to clean up later before sighing. 
>Life with ten six year old siblings was rough, especially if you're the only boy in the bunch.
>Being the oldest child, the eleven year-old was forced to take care after his rambunctious pack of sisters, something that was as fun as it was exhausting.
>Tonight they were having a slumber party, and Lincoln knew this was going to be trouble.
> In two hours there were going to be eighteen kids besides him in the house, and they were all going to be loud and demanding. 
> And hungry.
>He could already feel his arms give out, imagining cleaning these dishes again and then some.
>Lincoln felt the phone in his pocket buzz, and quickly checked what it was.
>...
>Looks like he'd need to be their chef tonight too. Wonderful.
> Oh well, the promise of a bump in allowance gave Lincoln a second wind. It wouldn't be so bad, besides. Its not like spending time with his little sisters was ever too terrible. Though he couldn't help worry about some of the friends they were having over. They could be a bit...quirky.
>His phone buzzed again, his mother informing him of the secret shelf, where she kept all the ice-cream, pizza bites, and other frozen goodies he would need to prepare for them tonight.
>Well, secret in that it was too high up in the freezer for the little ones to see.
>The boy quickly went over the list of foodstuffs he would need to prepare....Nothing that needed to be thawed out beforehand, that was nice. 
>Only one of their little companions had an allergies he knew of, which was to peanuts, so Lincoln grabbed the tub of smuckers on the counter and tossed it above the fridge where it would lay out of sight and out of mind.
>Soon as the room was cleared of any potential hazards, the doorbell rang.
>Lincoln let it sit, hoping one of his sisters let their friend in so he could double-check the room for filth and grime.

>The bell rang again...and again.
>For sure one of the ten would've heard it the second or third time, but it continued to ring four more times.
>So Lincoln jumped out from the kitchen and into the living room and in front of the stairs, nearly face-planting into the door in the process.
>Fortunately, by skill and luck, he avoided such a fate.
>Once he regained his balance, he put his hand to the knob and opened the door.
>Alone on the porch stood a young girl with flowing blonde hair, easily reaching her behind. She wore a large plain pale sweater, must've been two to three sizes too big for the girl.
>"Hello, you must be Elizabeth! Sorry my sisters couldn't answer the door."
>The girl gawked up at Lincoln, her mouth hanging agape. He hear the gears in the young lady's head twist and turn as she stared up at him.
>"H-Hi! Lily never t-told me she had a brother!" The girl brought her hands to her face, trying to cover her cheeks which were flushed red.
>"Yeah, my name's Lincoln! Come on in, i'll show you to Lily's room."
>"O-Ok!"
>The young lass shuffled into the home, waving at a dark blue sedan that was parked right out front. As the door shut the sounds of an engine revving could be heard as her parents drove away.
>"You're pretty early, you know? So I'm sorry if my sisters don't have much prepared."
>"My mom insisted. She doesn't like it when people are late to things..."
>Elizabeth looked to the ground, silently following behind the boy until he reached Lily and Lisa's room.He could hear through the door the faint sound of buzzing science experiments and toys banging together and couldn't help but feel tired already.Lily and Lisa were always the ones who made the biggest messes. Lisa with her tech, and Lily with her paint and crayons.
>Soon as the door was open he heard both of the girls shout out "Ellie!" simultaneously. 
>Elizabeth was beaming as her eyes explored the room, Lisa's inventions and Lily's paintings splayed across the room and furniture.
>The young visitor nearly jumped into the room, but before entering it she grabbed Lincoln by the hand.
>"It's nice to meet you Lincoln!"
>After that, Ellie scrambled inside the room and slammed the door shut behind her.

>Well, she was acting a little strange, but Lincoln tried to push that out of his mind. 
>More laughter echoed through the room as he felt the house shake, probably because of Lisa.
>At least they were having fun!
>Lincoln moseyed his way down to the kitchen, the sounds of rummaging catching his attention as he tried to put the now-clean dishes back into their respective cupboards.
>Rummaging turned to clanking and tinging, and soon a poor-man's melody began to play from the garage.
>Lincoln held in his sigh, saving it for later as he jogged into the garage, the sounds of metal banging against metal growing louder and harsher.
>Upon making it through the door, all became clear.
>Lana and Luna sat in the middle of the garage playing their recyclables. Luna used two bent drum-sticks to pound against an array of empty cans and bent scrap that Lana had laid in front of her.
>"Hey big bro! You here to catch my..." Luna brought her fingers to her chin, trying to figure out the rest of the phrase.
>"...my sick beats?"
>"Luna, put that stuff back where you found it before I tell Mom and Dad."
>"But Lincoln! Lana just helped me set up my drums! Can I at least play on them a little...please?"
>Lincoln stared at his little sister impassively, hands on his hips, while the pre-teen rocker made eyes at him. He finally released the sigh he'd been saving and rubbed his eyes.
>"Fine, but after this you're putting this trash back where you found it. And if I see you touching this stuff again I'm confiscating your recorder!"
>"Thanks big bro!"
>Lincoln took a seat against the stairs leading back into the kitchen as Luna smashed the sticks into her makeshift set. Lana sat next to Lincoln and clapped all the while, trying to sync her rhythm with Luna's.
>Lincoln did his best to keep a poker face, the awful melody the two created was almost enough to make his ears bleed. But seeing them laughing at their creations was enough to keep Lincoln sane. 
>Minutes passed and soon Luna was too tired to raise her arms, so Lincoln helped the young rocker return the cans and scrap to where it belonged as Lana chased a mosquito around the room.

>Now that both Luna and Lana were sedated by the effects of exhaustion, Lincoln was able prepare the living room in peace.
>He pulled the sofa a few feet farther away from the TV, and scattered spare sleeping bags on the ground in front of the couch. He was one sleeping bag short, however, and could only pray at least one of his sister's guests would bring their own.
>His prayers were answered as the doorbell rang out once again. The guests pressed the button two times in succession before leaving it sit for two seconds, then pressing it once again. It was a habit Lincoln recognized instantly.
>"Give me a second Ronnie!" The boy shouted, dropping a pillow on the head of each of the bags on the ground.
>Once he had done what he could, he jogged to the door and unlocked it, swinging it open as to let the guests inside.
>Out on the porch stood the two girls his sisters invited over most, Ronnie Anne and Christina.
>"H-Hey Lame-o! Thanks for letting us in!"
>Christina said nothing, instead only offering the older boy a slight blush and a small wave.
>"Don't mention it. You two know where Leni and Lori's room is?"
>Christina shook her head quickly while Ronnie spoke.
>"Actually, I uh, I forgot! Why don't you show us the way, Link?"
>Ronnie Anne grabbed Lincoln by the arm and pointed to the stairs. Lincoln chuckled, closing the door behind him as he brought the girls upstairs and to their destination.
>Once the door open, the familiar sound of laughter and shouting filled the hallway.
>"Oh my gosh! Lori! Look! Ronnie and Christie are here!"
>"Don't you remember inviting them?"
>"What does that word mean?"
>Ronnie Anne and Christina tugged at Lincoln as they walked into the room, trying to drag him in with them.
>"You wanna play with us Lincoln?" The two guests Look up to the boy expectantly as Ronnie Anne asks, grabbing his shirt again.

>"In a little bit, I still have a few more chores to do first."
>"You promise you'll play with us?"
>"Promise!"
>"...Pinky swear?"
>Lincoln sighs before leaning forward, stretching out his hand and looping his pinky around the young girl's. The little skater girl suddenly goes very quiet and has trouble meeting his eyes, grinding her toe into the carpet more and more insistently the longer he holds her hand in his.
>"Pinkie swear," he finally answers, and she gives him a quick, shy smile in response, despite the blush on her face. He gives her pinkie a firm shake before disconnecting and bounding down the stairs hurriedly to his next assignment, Ronnie Anne practically skipping with joy into Lori and Leni's room while Christina bored into her with a jealous gaze.
>"LIIIIINCOOOOLN!" A familiar screech fills the house just as Lincoln reaches the bottom of the stairs.
>Agitated, he runs back up the stairs following the voice, all the way back to the twin's room.
>Once he lets himself in, Lola screams again. 
>"LINCOLN! Did you get rid of all the peanut butter? Tia's allergic to peanut butter!"
>"Yes Lola, I already took care of it."
>"Oh. Thank you!"
>Lola gives him a quick hug before pushing him out the door.
>"WAIT. LINCOLN!"
>The caretaker lets himself back in.
>"Did Mom say we can have pizza tonight?"
>"Yes, and pizza bites."
>Lincoln leans into Lola's ear and cups his hand around his mouth, making sure to let her know he was about to give her extra super secret information.
>"She even let you guys have mint chocolate chip icecream. But don't spoil the surprise!"
>"My lips are sealed!" Lola shouts, before giving Lincoln another hug and pushing him out the door.
>Again, Lincoln bounds down the stairs. This time, now without further distractions, Lincoln prepares a few board games for his guests. As well as an empty coke bottle, god knows his sisters loved playing truth or dare.
>Once the games were out of the way, Lincoln skulked into the garage once more, opening the hidden drawer filled with contraband his parents would (usually)never want his sisters to know about.

>It took Lincoln three trips to gather everything, dumping it all on the dinner table before sorting through what he had nabbed.
>Two bottles of pepsi, three cokes, four root-beers and three sprites. All two-liter. He made sure to stuff those in the fridge as soon as possible to make sure they were cold when the other guests arrived.
>Aside from that, an assortment of sweet and sour gummy snacks, Oreos, chocolate bars, and skittles coated the table. 
>Lincoln looked at both sides of the room to make sure none of his sisters were downstairs before opening one carton of Oreos, stealing two for himself.
>For the third time that night a guest had arrived, this time opting to knock instead of ring.
>Lincoln was quick to return to the door after wiping the crumbs from his face.
>This time, a young black haired girl with bangs covering her left eye stood at the door, a gentle smile spread across her cheeks.
>"H-Hi Lincoln! I've been waiting for you!"
>"Hey Sofie, sorry for the wait."
>The young lady had been here once before, and was one of Luna's few friends. 
>"Can you...take me to Luna's room please?"
>"Sure thing!"
>The girl extended her hand up to the older boy, and Lincoln was swift to grab it. She giggled lightly before giving his hand a soft squeeze, humming to herself as she was guided up the stairs.
>Half way up the stairwell, someone began to viciously murder the doorbell, rapidly pressing it and giving Lincoln a minor headache in the process.
>"LINCOLN! TIA IS HERE!"
>"I'll...go to Luna's room by myself." Sofie lets go of Lincoln's hand and walks the the stairs by herself. Though as Lincoln turns to face the door, he can't help but notice the girl walking in the opposite direction of Luna's room. Whatever, she'd find it eventually.
>With a single leap Lincoln jumped down the stairs, before scurrying to the door. Didn't want to keep Lola waiting.
>"Let's get you up to Lola's room!" Lincoln yells out, before letting the next guest inside.

>"Ga-Hello!"
>Another shouter, wonderful.
>"Tia, yes?" He asks, before motioning for her to come inside.
>"Yes! You must be Lola's brother...are you Lola's brother?"
>"The one and only, why?"
>"Well she always made it sound like you weren't very..."
>The girl mumbles to herself, pulling her panda-hat down over her eyes, then over her mouth using it to cover her cheeks. 
>"Are...you ok?"
>The girl mumbles again, speaking into her hat as she avoids making eye-contact with Lincoln.
>"Well, let's get you up to Lola's room."
>The little one followed Lincoln up the stairs, but not before picking up a sleeping bag that had been resting on her feet while she waited at the door.
>That settles that problem.
>Up to the second floor they went. Lola had already been waiting for her friend, leaning into the open door as she tapped her foot against the ground.
>"Tia! Let's get started! I already have the make-up ready, and Lynn's done freaking out."
>"Yay! Let's do this!" She yells as she runs into the bedroom after Lola. Though she peeks her head through the door before closing it, waving at Lincoln as she shuts it.
>Lincoln couldn't help but start feeling a little worried. What kind of sleepover has everyone split up like this?
>He'd figure out a way to drag them from their rooms, somehow.
> Lincoln pondered what he could do to have his sisters and their guests come together, doing his best to piece together a plan. His thoughts were interrupted by the arrival of another pair of guests. They didn't even bother knocking, instead opting to just let themselves in through the front door.
>"Hi?" 
>Lincoln gazed at the two from his seat on the stairs. Another pair of girls he recognized. One carried a plate of cookies in her hands while the second fidgeted nervously, tucking her shoulder-length brown hair behind her ears.
>"Hey you two, did you bake those cookies yourself?"
>The girl carrying the batch of treats, who had been affectionately nicknamed cookie herself, nodded.

The girl beside her, Mollie, was quick to pipe up.
>"We made them together! For you! Because you're always so helpful whenever you're helping your sisters with these sleepovers and you're always really nice and you say nice things and you-"
>Cookie elbowed her friend in the side, causing her to go silent. Mollie could only lower her head in shame as the embarrassment began to kick in.
>"That was sweet of you two, thank you!" Lincoln stood and capered over to the two, taking the plate in one hand while picking up one of the chocolate-chip cookies with another.
>Lincoln downed one in a few bites, while making an exaggerated 'Mmmmm!' after swallowing.
>The two youngins looked up to Lincoln expectantly as he ate another, and then a third.
>"They're delicious. Thank you for the treat you two."
>"You're welcome!" Mollie shouted out, straightening herself out.
>"Ye-Yeah! Yer welcome!" Cookie followed suit, slurring her speech in the process.
>"Now, lets get you two upstairs..." Lincoln halted his speech before moving to the stairwell.
>"Actually, could you two do me a favor?"
>The two of them straightened up ever further, almost as if they were mocking soldiers standing at attention.
>Lincoln chuckled at them as motioned for them to relax.
>"I just want you two to see if you could get some of my sisters and their friends to play down here, together. I promise there'll be an extra big scoop of ice cream waiting for you two if you get them downstairs!"
>The two girl's mouths began to water as visions of ice cream clouded their minds. Ice cream, and Lincoln being proud of them.
>"I promise I'll get them downstairs!" Mollie shouted before sprinting up the stairs.
>"M-Me too!" Cookie echoed her friend, doing the same.
>The sight gave Lincoln another giggle, as well as an excuse to sit back for a few.
>So Lincoln enjoyed himself at the dinner table, eagerly scooping up the treats the two had made for him while he awaited their return.

>The house shakes, and Lincoln could hear rooms open and close as little feet ran across the floor above him.
>The house goes silent for a minute before quaking again.
>Suddenly near seven little girls are running down the stairs and into the living room, before splitting off into separate directions. Lucy, Luna, and Sofie all dash into the garage as-
>Wait, was Sofie carrying bunbun?
>Lincoln ignored the other children as he followed the trio into the garage.
>He made it as far as the kitchen before his plans fell apart.
>He felt two of the little ones latch onto his legs, nearly knocking him over as they lept onto him.
>Lincoln looked down at his assailants; he should've guessed it was Mollie and Cookie
>Both of the girls were silent, Mollie simply nuzzled her cheek into Lincoln's thigh as Cookie looked up at him expectantly.
>With the two in tow, Lincoln hobbled over to the counter and retrieved himself a pair of bowls.
>Once the bowls were in his hands his shackles quickly let go of the boy and skipped over to the table, both giggling as they watched Lincoln retrieve their reward.
>"How did you two get them to get out of their rooms?" He asked, scooping a 'healthy' serving of mint-chocolate chip into the first bowl.
>"We asked if they wanted to play hide and seek!" Mollie said as Lincoln brought her the sugary prize.
>"Christina's the seeker! I feel bad for her though...Lisa's using that cloaky thingy and disappeared." Cookie continued for her friend, who's face was now deep in the dish, inches away from the spoon shoveling ice cream in her mouth.
>"Don't worry, my sisters always end up finding Lisa early in the game." The second bowl was now filled to the brim with Cookie's award, and Lincoln was quick to deliver it to her.
>The boy took a seat opposite to the where they sat before leaning in close.
>"But if you wanna know how to beat my sisters..."

>The two girls leaned towards Lincoln, listening to him as they continued to viciously devour their prize.
>"...And Lily never checks the garage, she always forgets about it. Lynn, on the other hand, ALWAYS starts in the garage. She also throws baseballs at you when she finds you, so keep your eyes peeled. As for Leni..."
>Lincoln continued to give his proteges advice needed to best his siblings, only going quiet when he felt a hand tugging at the back of his shirt. 
>Lincoln swiveled around in his chair, resting his legs around the back of the seat to face the child.
>He found himself face to face with Ronnie Anne, his nose inches away from hers.
>The girl's face lights up as she takes a step back, lowering her eyes to the ground as she spoke to Lincoln.
>"My , uh, friend will be here soon. She's kind of a baby but she's really nice!"
>Ronnie Anne brought her eyes up from the ground and cupped her hands around her mouth, leaning into Lincoln so she could whisper to him.
>"She's really happy she can have people to play with, Nina doesn't have many friends."
>Lincoln nodded with a smile before returning her whisper, receiving confused and interested glances from the other two at the table.
>"I'll make sure my sisters treat her well. I'm sure by the time tonight is over they'll already be planning to have her over next week!"
>Once he was done, Lincoln withdrew his head and rested it against the back of his chair. A question was quick to pop into his head.
>"Wait, aren't you supposed to be playing hide and seek?"
>"Christie found me first..." Ronnie Anne responded, her voice was filled with a shame that Lincoln could empathize with. Being the first to be found in hide and seek was like wearing a pink back-pack to first grade; it was something you could truly never live down.
>"Well, since you have some time to spare, do you want some candy?" He asked, waving his hands over the table that was still covered in goodies.

>Two mega-sized chocolate bars later and Ronnie Anne rested against against the chair and put her hands over a tummy, which now sported a slight bulge.
>Christina bolted into the kitchen, her eyes darting back and forth as she looked at the cupboards; both the ones higher up and down on the floor.
>As she scanned the room, her eyes discovered the motley crew at the dining table.
>Her serious, stern expression melted into a smile as she began to swing her arms back and forth; approaching the table.
> Once she directly in front of Lincoln, she gave an exaggerated stare to the left and the right, shaking her head around as she 'looked' around intensely.
>"Can't find my sisters?" He asked, guessing at her intentions.
>She nodded profusely, her entire upper-body moving with her head.
>"Hmm...." 
>Lincoln looked around the room, pretending to search as he decided whether or not to tell her where he saw them escape to earlier.
>Eh, why not.
>"Listen Christina, do you hear that?" He asks, putting his hand to his ear as he takes a step towards the garage.
>The girl mimics him, but shakes her head left and right. That was ok, though, because there was nothing to hear.
>"I think...I heard someone move in the garage. Go check it out!" He points to the door, and the child takes a single step forward.
>Before running into his sister's favorite hiding spot, she turns around and wraps her arms around Lincoln's waist.
>"Thank you." She whispers, before letting go and charging through the door. 
>At first, nothing.
>Then he hears three girls laughing as they come out into the living room.
>"Sigh...I thought you'd never find us." Lucy speaks, first to come out.
>"Good Job Christie!" Luna shouts the girl under her arm as they exit together after the young goth.
>Shortly after they emerge, Sofie scrambles through the door, Bunbun still under her arm.
>Her eyes lock with Lincoln's, and she freezes in place. Her legs shake as he takes a few steps towards her, clearly scared.

>"I...um..." The shy girl steps back, now against the garage door.
>"Relax, I'm not mad. I just wanted to know what you were doing with Bunbun."
>"Is that...it's name?" She asks, holding the stuffed bunny up to her cheek.
>"Yeah, I've had him since I was your age! But, where'd you find him?"
>"He...uh...was on the floor. I just..."
>Lincoln held his tongue, not wanting to call Sofie out on her obvious lie. She wasn't doing anyone real harm, hell, it was actually pretty cute.
>"Well, he belongs in my bedroom. But if you want, I'll let you hold onto him until you go home. Ok?" He asks as he reaches out to grab the stuffed bunny's arm. He gives it a little twist as the guest gives him a 'Mmmhmmm!' in response.
>Her grip over the bunny tightens as she skips away, humming to herself as she heads upstairs. 
>When he turns around to face the dining table, the other girls stationed there had disappeared. Though not without leaving behind a small pile of candy-wrappings and two empty bowls.
>Time to clean up.
>Lincoln swiftly cleaned out the two bowls, returning them to the shelves with their brethren before picking up the scraps and wrappers the children had left behind.
>By the time Lincoln had cleaned off all the partially-eaten edibles and the associated junk, the trashcan was already half full. Oh well.
>Lincoln tossed the can back under the sink and washed his hands of residue chocolate and crumbs.
>As he toweled off the hands, he heard footsteps at the door. This visitor alternated between knocking loudly and ringing the bell, randomly switching between the two.
>And he thought Luna and Lana's concert sounded awful.
>Lincoln darted to the door, hoping to end that awful symphony as soon as possible.
>He swung the door open, and Lincoln was now face to face with the last guest. 
>She was the shortest( and darkest) of the bunch, and wore a bright toothy grin. Nina was already in her pajamas, which was a bright blue onesie covered in dandelion patterns.

>The last guest looks over Lincoln, starting from his head and ending at his toes.
>Once she was done 'scanning' him, she turned around and began to wave at the couple inside a red convertible, which was parked in his family's driveway.
>"Bye Mommy! Bye Daddy!" She shouted as both of her arms flailed about over her head.
>The couple laughed and waved back, before pulling out and speeding away into the distance.
>In the left lane.
>As his eyes returned to Nina, he saw her strike a pose. Her left hand was extended towards him as her grin shifted into a brilliant smile.
>"Hi! I'm Nina! Can we be friends?" She asked, holding her arm stiff as she could while waiting for a response.
>"Sure, I'll be your friend. My name's Lincoln!"
>Lincoln extended his hand in return, and she shook it with vigor. 
>"My daddy said not to talk to strangers, but I wanted to talk to you... Now that we are friends, we aren't strangers!"
>"Well, I look forward to talking to you too, but I think someone's been waiting for you for a while. Wanna see Ronnie Anne? I'm sure she told my sisters all about you."
>"Yes please!" She shouts, jumping through the entryway and into the living room.
>She looks up the stairwell while waiting for Lincoln, but her eyes go downcast as he prepares to lead her up to the rest of the guests.
>"Wait..." She asks, before tugging at his jeans.
>"Are your sisters mean?"
>"No! They'll be the nicest girls you've ever met, once you get to know them."
>Nina nods at Lincoln as he begins to guide her up the stairs.
>Most of the commotion came from Lucy and Lynn's room, he could even hear the shouting from across the hall.
>"That doesn't rhyme with dove!"
>"Why won't you paint Izzy black?"
>"Why do you have seven basketballs?
>The shouting continued even after he opened the door, only coming to a stop as he gently pushed the guest into the pack with the rest of the girls.

>Lincoln shut the door behind him and took a few steps away.
>As much as he wanted to hang out for a little bit, he felt he might've embarrassed his sisters, making it harder for them to be themselves around their new potential friend.
>He could hear Nina repeat herself, though her voice a little more shaky than before.
>"H-Hi! I'm Nina!"
>Instantly the room quaked as they all began to get to know the small girl.
>"I'm Lola, its a pleasure to meet you!"
>"Hi! I'm Lana! And this is my lizard Izzy, and my frog...and my other frog..."
>"Hello, my name is Lucy. I like poetry...and dark stuff."
>The chatter continued as Lincoln made his way to the kitchen, ready to prepare himself some grub before heading back upstairs to play with his sisters and guests; should they have him anyway.
>Half-way through his rummaging in the cabinets for a snack that wasn't sugar filled, he caught a glimpse of the clock. It was nearly seven o'clock.
>His stomach rumbled again, and chances are his sisters felt the same way.
>He needed an excuse to bring them downstairs anyway. He put a lot of manpower into cleaning out the living room, and he was dead set on making sure they put it to good use.
>So Lincoln opened the freezer and took out two of the six pizzas his parents had bought for the occasion. One cheese and the other topped only with pepperoni and olives.
>He threw them into the stove, using the settings his parents had texted him to make sure both of them came out edible.
>Soon as the stove was set, Lincoln set out to cleaning off the table of all the candy; setting it aside in different mixing bowls to be consumed later tonight. 
> Five Minutes into the pizza baking, the smell began to fill the room. He could hear shuffling from upstairs die down as the scent began to permeate the home.
>Minutes later, the home was quiet as the night. The only noise in the kitchen being Lincoln's footsteps as he paced back and forth in front of his quarry.

>Abruptly the door to his sister's room was thrown open, and footfall descended down the stairs.
>The boy turned to face the noise, only to see Leni and Tia's head poking out from the edge of the room.
>Neither of the girls spoke, their eyes glued to the oven. They were hypnotized by it's ways, the dim yellow light it generated filled their eyes as well as their minds.
>"Hey Lincoln...watcha makin?" Leni asked, her eyes still focused on the machine.
>"Pizza. It's not ready yet, it will be done in twenty minutes or so."
>"What kind of pizza?" Tia asked, her panda hat drooping to the side, as if it was also entranced by the oven's entrancing wiles.
>"Making my sister's favorites. One's cheese and the other has a few servings of pepperoni and olives on top." Lincoln replies as he checks the timer on the oven. "Wait, make that seventeen minutes."
>Leni begins to drool as Tia's hat falls off her head, making a soft thud as it hits the floor.
>Lincoln groans before drawing towards the pair. He picks off Tia's hat from off the floor and dusts it off with his hand before dropping it upside-down onto her head. Then, the boy snaps. Immediately Leni and Tia return to planet earth, both of them nearly falling over as their minds return to their bodies.
>"Go tell your sisters and our guests to change into their pajamas and come down in fifteen. Ok?" He asks Leni while re-adjusting her sunglasses for her.
>"Ok!" The blonde takes Tia's hand and attempts to tug her up the stairs. Though the brunnete stands still, now looking up to Lincoln with the same entranced look in her eyes.
>"Can I eat next to you when it's ready?"
>"Sure, why not?"
>"Thank yooo-" She's cut off as Leni tugs her again, this time successfully dragging one of her new friends back upstairs and into Lynn and Lucy's bedroom.
>As they disappear Lincoln saunters back into the kitchen, preparing different a few dozen cups of soda and all the necessary plates they would need for the endeavor known as dinner.

>Lincoln emptied an entire two-liter of each beverage he had to offer, even organizing the cups next to the still-full bottles to make it obvious which was which.
>Though before his sisters could arrive, Lincoln nabbed a root beer for himself. 
>Occasionally sipping at his drink, Lincoln tossed the empty bottles into the recycling before waiting for the incoming storm. 
>As one final preparatory act, he carried all of the chairs from the dining room into the living room, so that everyone could eat together.
>And storm it did, never before had his house rumbled like it did that night. Counters shook and two bookshelves fell over as the hoard crashed down the stairs and into the kitchen.
>With one minute till lift off Lincoln put his fist to his mouth before clearing his through as loud as he could.
>The crowd went silent as he began to speak.
>"Ok folks, before you start pigging out. Please don't leave cups on the ground again, and only one-slice per person until the next two pizzas come out. Ok?"
>The group reply with various Yes', Understood, and oks in return.
>Then, the oven lets out a small wave of beeps; the pizza was done.
>Lincoln swiftly lifts the two out from the oven and onto the dinner table before cutting into them.
>Lincoln does his best to cut each of the pizzas into nine equal-sized parts, one slice for everyone to start.
>Lincoln could barely turn around before both pizza-trays are emptied and the crowd darts to the living room. Lincoln feels his stomach rumble again, and he begins preparing two more pizzas of the same kind.
>Since the oven was already heated, this batch wouldn't take nearly as long to prepare. So Lincoln did his best to ignore the growing pains in his stomach as the oven continued to glow.
>Minutes passed, and soon the next batch of delicious goodness would be ready.
>Though the moment the next two were prepared, Lincoln was surrounded by the eighteen kids again. Each held out their plate towards him expectantly.

>In seconds both pizza trays were empty once again, spare a single slice left behind for the boy. Must've been Leni not taking a second, she ate much lighter then her sisters.
>Whatever, Lincoln couldn't afford to question who had left it behind. If he took too long to think about it, someone would snoop in and steal it from under his nose.
>So Lincoln took a bite of it, claiming it as his own before tossing it on a spare plate. 
>Lincoln tossed in the last two pizzas, both of which were much less desirable then the four previous. One was a Hawaiian while the second was a meatlovers, neither of them were things he enjoyed. He felt his sisters felt the same, though their parents insisted.
>Diversity is the spice of life, they would say.
>With a few flicks of the wrist the oven was set a third time, and Lincoln found his way into the living room while waiting for it to beep.
>Tia sat in the center of the couch, while Lily was to her left, Lynn to her far left. She patted the seat to her right with gusto, waiting for Lincoln to fulfill his promise.
>Lincoln made his way through the hoard of girls that had made themselves make-shift chairs with the cushions and sleeping bags he had left on the floor.
>"Hey Ronnie, wanna join my soccer team this year?" Lynn asked, a few small chunks of cheese coming out alongside her words.
>"Don't you have practice every Tuesday? Thats dumb!"
>"It's not dumb! It's really fun!"
>"Would you like to join the amateur coffin-crafting club I'm making? I need members."
>"Uh...thanks but no thanks Lucy."
>"Hey Christie, how many of those did you bring?" Lily interrupts the other's actions as she points to Christina, who had just plopped a lollipop into her mouth. "How did you get so many of those? They had already sold out when Lincoln took me to the candy store yesterday."
>"Huh? Is there something special about her sucker?" Lincoln questioned his sister Lily, he was both confused and curious.

>"Yeah! She's got a buncha those special po....pe.... pamagranate flavored ones!"
>"Oh, really? I love pomegranates. Wish I could have one." Lincoln spoke absentmindedly, taking another bite of the olive and pepperoni pizza.
>Christina put her plate aside and stood up, taking two steps towards the boy. She pulled the sucker from her mouth and pointed it at Lincoln.
>"You want me to taste it now? Thanks for the offer but I think I'll-"
>Before Lincoln finished speaking, Christina leans forward with the candy. In a surprising display of speed and dexterousness she pushes it into Lincoln's face and through his lips.
>Before her actions could even compute, Lincoln found himself giving the sugary treat a few licks. He couldn't tell what tasted better, the sucker itself or the saliva that coated it.
>It was only after he started rolling his tongue around the lollipop, wishing their was more of her drool on it, that his common sense began to kick in.
>He quickly pulled the candy from his mouth, and Christina was even quicker to take it back from him, yanking the stick from his hand and putting in back in her mouth.
>Lincoln was dumbfounded, her expression a dopey smile as she suckled at the treat, obviously enjoying it's new flavor. She didn't even close her mouth, openly showing her tongue dance around the red treat, savoring it's sweet new taste.
>"Yeah we get it, you got a tasty sucker! Sit down!"
>Luna shouted before nearly tackling Christina, pulling her to the floor.
>Lincoln's eyes darted across the room; none of the other guests seemed to see anything wrong with Christina's actions.
>For once, Lincoln was glad they were as young as they were.
>Christina herself went back to nibbling at her pizza, as if what she had done was completely normal.
>Lincoln debated bringing it up, telling her how that's not something you should do, but decided against it. Instead, he took another bite of his meal and tried to wash out the delicious taste her gift left behind.

>"Hey, Lincoln, do we have any more food?" Lynn asks, rubbing her swollen belly as she looks back to the kitchen.
>"We still have loads of candy left, and I just put in a Hawaiian and meat-lover's pizza. Also, if you want, I can break out some mint-chocolate chip for everyone."
>All the girls, Minus Lola, Mollie,Ronnie, and Cookie nearly faint.
>The small crowd instantly stands and collectively burst into the kitchen, screaming at Lincoln to serve them their favorite food.
>"Wait, everyone get out! I can't have you all see where Mom and Dad hid it."
>They whine (again, collectively) before marching out into the living room.
>Though of course, Lincoln's siblings had no intentions of letting the coordinates of the promised land escape their grasp. All of their heads stacked on top of each other as they did their best to watch from the edge of the room, waiting for Lincoln to retrieve the goods.
>Lincoln sighed, before giving some though to how he could keep the stash hidden. 
>An idea hits the boy, and he pulls out his cellphone. He pretends to dial a number, and then holds the phone near his ear. 'Whispering' as loudly as he could, he speaks to no one.
>"Hey, Mom, the ice-cream is still hidden in the freezer out in the garage right?"
>He pauses, pretending to listen to an answer that would never come.
>"Oh? It's in a super secret mini-fridge in the closet upstairs?"
>Again, the house shakes, and Lincoln knows he is safe.
>By the time the girls return downstairs to tell Lincoln their mother lied to him, he already poured out all the tubs they had into nineteen bowls. Well, most of them were bowls. Seven of them were his parent's jumbo-sized coffee mugs.
>"Now, the line starts here!" Lincoln shouts, pointing to a freshly-applied line of red tape on the ground.
>The children were quick to obey, not willing to risk losing out on the green treat. 
>His sisters knew the drill, while the guests were quick to learn.

>Lori was first, she walked up to the table and held out her hands. Lincoln shoved a single bowl, as well as a spoon into her arms. 
>"Thanks Lincoln!" She said before making her way back into the living room. The sounds of her devouring the ice-cream echoed throughout their residence as Lincoln continued to pass out bowls.
>Each of the girls mimicked Lori, even going so far as to walk back with the same slight limp as she did. Well, aside from two. Christina only nodded her head as thanks while Mollie stammered out at least seven 'thankyou!'s, before bolting back into the living room with the rest of the party.
>Soon, Lincoln was alone in the kitchen once again. Though he didn't plan on staying alone for long. Lincoln pulled the two now-finished pizzas and deposited them on the stove before grabbing his bowl and re-joining his sisters and company. 
>Lisa was already rubbing her temples, suffering from a severe case of brain freeze while Ellie and Lola laughed at her pain.
>Lily, Lucy, and Sofie did their best to keep Lana from letting Charles discover the joys of ice-cream while the rest huddled together, whispering to each other as they nipped at their dishes.
>Tia leaned into Lincoln as she ate, letting out soft 'Mmhs!' as the spoon jiggled in her mouth. She kicked her feet against the couch with joy as she took another bite of her meal. Someone really liked their ice-cream. 
>Nearly two minutes passed before the girls began to finish their meals. Lincoln's siblings were the first to clear out their bowls, leaving them in the kitchen sink for Lincoln to deal with when they were done. The guests took notice of their actions, following suit one at a time. 
>Lincoln ended up being the last to finish, each of the girls who hadn't been part of it earlier joined the huddle once they had deposited their bowls.
>Lincoln did his best to eavesdrop on them as he finished clearing off his plate.
>The only phrase he could hear was Lynn shouting "Tag! Your it!"

>The girls rapidly scatter, flying off in different directions as a confused Lucy looks around the room. She quickly begins to run up the stairs, following after half of the crowd.
>That left Lincoln alone with his now empty plate. The boy stood and made his way to the kitchen, where a stack of bowls and other dishes awaited him. He knew this would happen.
>Lincoln cracked his knuckles, then proceeded to start stuffing them into the dishwasher at breakneck speeds. Any of the dishes that had more than a few crumbs got a quick spray-down with the faucet head and wiped off before being thrown into the machine with the rest of it's kind.
>Soon the dishwasher was alive with an low hum and an occasional shake, the machine did it's best to please as it cleaned the dishes it was given..
>There was shaking elsewhere in the house too, as Lincoln heard a small body tumble down the stairs.
>The tumble was followed by crying, which quickly turned to blubbering.
>Lincoln leaped into the the room after grabbing a small chocolate bar, where Nina lay on the floor bawling. Lola stood a few feet away from her, looking both concerned and scared. She held her arms out towards the girl, as if deciding whether she wanted to ask if she's okay or back away.
>"What happened here?" Lincoln asked, kneeling in front of the crying girl.
>"Lo-Lola pushed me down the stairs!"
>Lincoln swiveled his head around to face Lola, who was quick to rebuke.
>"It was an accident! I didn't mean to!"
> The boy exhaled deeply, and then turned back to Nina. "Here, eat this. I'll be back in a second ok?" He handed the small bit of chocolate to the girl, who's lit up. The treat temporarily distracted the girl from the pain as Lincoln tugged Lola away.
>"Well?" He asked, crossing his arms.
>"It really was an accident. I tripped when I was trying to tag her..." Lola couldn't look Lincoln in the eye, instead she stared at the girl in the other room. Nina continued to whimper softly as she nibbled into the candy-bar.

>Lincoln could see a tear begin to form in Lola's eye as well.
>"Wait upstairs, I'll see what I can do to calm her down."
>Lola nodded before slowly heading up the stairs. Though instead of leaving to play with the others, she watched from the second floor, peeking her head out as Lincoln tried to salvage the little girl's feelings.
>"I want my mommy...I want my daddy..." Nina held her left arm, the small candy's wrapper sitting in her lap as she rocked herself back and forth.
>"Hi Nina, can you show me where it hurts?" Lincoln approached the girl before kneeling in front of her again. The girl's whimpers softened as she pulled up the sleeve on her left arm, revealing...well...nothing. It must've been a small bruise at worst from what he could see. No unusual swelling or weird bumps. Judging from how she was acting the pain must've already began to fade away, the girl only really wanted attention.
>Even still, Lincoln decided to ask. "Do you want an ice-pack?"
>"N-No! Ice is cold! And it hurts!" The girl pulled her arm away from Lincoln, wincing as she did.
>"Anything else I can do to make it better?" He asked, before leaning into her again to inspect her arm. Yep, still looked like nothing.
>"Well...my mommy would kiss it to make it feel better."
>Lincoln could remember doing that for his little sisters before when they were younger. Guess Ronnie was right, Nina was a little bit of a baby. Oh well, at least she was cute about it. 
>Lincoln brought his head to her arm and pressed his lips against her boo-boo, making an exaggerated kissing sound before pulling away.
>"Better?" He asks, Nina's face began to turn beat red as she lowered her head.
>"...One more please?" She brought her arm up closer to him as she asked.
>"I'll make it two if you forgive Lola, it really was an accident."
>She went silent as she contemplated Lincoln's words. Their meaning lingered on her mind.
>"Okay..."
>So, Lincoln kissed her arm again twice, both times with an even more exaggerated kissy-noise as he planted his lips on her. Lincoln threw in a third for free, though his kiss turned into Lincoln blowing raspberries into her arm.  The girl tried to pull her arm away as Lincoln teased her, laughing all the while.
>Two yanks later and Lincoln let Nina pull her arm away from him.

>"Thanks Lincoln..." The girl murmured to him as she wrapped her arms around him.
>As she held onto him, she leaned into his ear. He could feel her soft breath against his ear as she spoke.
>"Lincoln...tag. Your it!" She laughs before letting go, nearly pushing the boy to the ground as she runs up the stairs.
>As she passes the still stationary Lola, she yanks her by the arm and Nina pulls Lola along with her. 
>The two laugh as they make their escape, leaving Lincoln alone downstairs on the floor.
>Though he didn't remain on the floor for long, quickly bounding up the stairs after them.
>First, however, Lincoln would visit his room. Quickly changing into his pajamas before resuming the chase.
>Once he reaches the second floor, he bursts open the door to Luna and Luan's room.
>"Are any of you...UNDER HERE?" he shouts, before ducking under the two's bunk-bed, checking for victims. No one was there though, though laughter from the nearby rooms let him know they weren't far off.
>Lincoln left that room and made his way to Lana and Lola's abode. 
>Once the door was open, the sounds of laughter ceased. Looks like he found his prey.
>The boy stepped loudly as he walked across the room, slowly examining where they could've been hiding.
>Well, he pretended too anyway. The only places they could really be was under the bed or in the closet.
>So Lincoln slid over to their wardrobe, slowly wrapping his hands around the handles.
>"Oh where could you guys...BE!" He shouted again, pulling the doors open.
>Instantly Mollie and Lori run away from under the bed, running into the hallway.
>Lincoln chases after them, and even gets close enough to Mollie to tag her.
>But then he pretends to trip, letting the girl escape his grasp as she and her friend run down the stairs.
>As Lincoln stands, he decides that next time he encounters any children he won't hold back. 
>That time came quickly as he barged into Lisa's and Lily's room, cornering Lily and Ellie as they hid away in the corner.
>"Hold still..." he speaks as he slowly approaches the two. He did his best to sound intimidating as he towered over the girls.

>Lily's eyes darted across the room as she looked for a way to escape. Ellie could only shake in her non-existent boots as Lincoln took another step forward.
>In an act of desperation Lily grabbed one of Lisa's gadgets from the floor. It had a two antennae and was otherwise a gray box with a slight contour. In the middle of the box, there was a dull orange button; one that Lily would press before ducking to Lincoln's left. 
>The machine let out a few sparks, then began to emit a foul-smelling black smoke.
>Lincoln began to hack and cough, nearly falling backwards as the miasma overwhelmed him.
>Following Lily's lead, Ellie also charged past Lincoln, though she chose to run to the right instead.
>He could hear the sound of a soft thud in the hallway before footsteps clamored down the stairs. 
>Lincoln chased after the pair, the smoke clearing out once he escaped the room.
>Lincoln bolted towards Ellie, who was trying to follow her friend down to the first floor.
>She was fast, but Lincoln was much, much faster.
>The boy reached out to her, preparing to tap her on the shoulder and pass on the 'it' to her.
>Things began to go wrong, however, very quickly.
>Ellie's foot hit the contraption Lily dropped in her wake, and she began to fall towards the stairs.
>Lincoln's gentle push turned into a grab as he yanked at her sweater, pulling her into his embrace.
>The boy wrapped both of his arms around her chest as he pulled her in, making sure she was stationary and safe. 
>The boy couldn't help but feel proud of himself. He had managed to prevent gravity from claiming it's second victim. 
>As for Ellie, she didn't resist at all. Rather, she accepted his embrace much more easily than he had anticipated. She even rested her head back against him, nuzzling into him.
>"...Hi Lincoln." She spoke, confusion and contentment saturating her voice in equal measure.

>Lincoln's hold over her grew loose as he moved his arms. The white-haired boy brought his hands up to her shoulders, giving the girl a firm shake.
>"Hi Ellie." He spoke back before pulling the girl aside, planting her a few yards away from the stairs.
>Soon as he felt the girl wasn't at risk of tripping again, he gave her a firm pat on the head before whispering "Tag, you're it."
>The boy disappeared down the to the first floor, leaving the confused blonde in his wake.
>Nina would have been proud of him.
>The boy shot to the kitchen before opening the cabinet under the sink.
>Lincoln got on his knees and prepared to sink under the couch to hide; only to become face to face with Lori and Lucy.
>"Spot's taken Link! Find somewhere else!" Lucy waved at him as Lor told him off. 
>Lincoln took a deep breath before running into the living room, hoping to find somewhere to hide out..
>Lincoln quickly realized he was a bit too big to hide anywhere in there.
>He also realized that they were still playing hide and seek, kind of.
>There was only one place he could go besides leaving their house now.
>A sudden bought of laughter from upstairs probably meant someone else was it. So Lincoln booked it to the basement.
>The door was already wide open by the time he had arrived, which could only mean a few others had the same idea as him.
>Well, that, and the lights were on.
>Lincoln scampered down the stairs before jumping behind the furnace.
>There, he sat, waiting for a sign of danger.
>His adrenaline faded quickly as rested, and soon his eyes began to wander.
>Over by the washing machine sat three of the girls, all of their eyes glued to him.
>It took Lincoln a few seconds to adjust his eyes, to the dim light, but shortly he found himself able to tell them apart.
>Mollie, Ronnie Anne, and Leni were the girls he hid with in the basement.
>"Pssst...are you it?" Leni asks, before hiding away behind the others.
>"No, Ellie is. Maybe." He whispered back, shaking his head.

>"Wanna hide over here with us? It's probably harder to see us and it'll be easier to run and if you get tagged maybe you could-"
>Again, Mollie gets elbowed in the side. This time by Ronnie Anne.
>"Sorry..." The girls mumbles to Ronnie before looking back at Lincoln.
>As far as he could tell, the coast was clear, so Lincoln scuttled over to join the trio behind the washing machine. 
>Mollie was breathing heavily, and Ronnie Anne leaned against the boy as he joined him. 
>"Do you...want to..." Mollie murmered, before going silent.
>"Want to what?" Lincoln asked, doing his best to keep his voice as low as he could.
>"Uh...want to play rock paper scissors?"
>Ronnie Anne face-palmed while Leni tilted her head.
>"Aren't we playing tag?" Leni inquired. Lincoln could almost hear the fuses in her brain begin to short. 
>"Maybe another time Mollie, sorry." He replied before leaning against the washing machines, using them as a support to prop his back against.
>"Oh, that's ok. Sorry for asking you to do that I know it might not be the best time and I just thought maybe we could play together because you-"
>Ronnie Raises her fist, and Mollie lets out a small 'Eep!' before going quiet.
>"We can play that later tonight, ok?" Lincoln gives the girl a soft nudge and she nods in response.
>A small smile began to appear on her face as she mimicked Lincoln, leaning into the machines alongside him. Though instead of keeping watch on the door she kept her gaze low, rubbing her two index fingers together and periodically adjusting her butt to stay comfortable.
>Ronnie Anne and Leni played chopsticks together in silence in the meanwhile, something Mollie couldn't help but fume lightly over.
>Though their game was short lived, Leni quit after losing four times in a row.
>After five minutes of waiting in silence, there was knocking on the garage door. The knock was promptly followed by Luan's voice.
>"Hey! If anyone's in here, we're gonna watch Dumbo now! And then Lady and the tramp!"

>"Dumbo!" Leni shouts before charging to and through the doors. Despite having seen the film more than any of his other sisters, she was always the most excited when it was brought up.
>Mollie and Ronnie Anne tugged Lincoln towards the door, also very excited. 
>They quickly made their way to the living room, where everyone was bundled together.
>All the lights in there house were out, and the only real source of illumination emanated from the TV.
>"I shtill think we should watch a shpace odesshy inshtead." Lisa spits while putting the disk into the dvd-player underneath the TV.
>"No!" The rest of Lincoln's siblings shout, eliciting a few laughs from the guests.
>As the boy looked for a place to sit, it was quickly made clear where the guests wanted him. The center cushion on the couch was empty as both Nina and Tia held there hands over it, only pulling away once Lincoln was near. 
>His sisters scattered across the floor scooted away, making room for Lincoln to cross before scooting back once he was through.
>As he sat, Nina hooked herself onto his right arm and Tia his left, Anchoring him to the couch.
>His legs were quickly captured by Christina and Mollie, who used them as body pillows, wrapping their upper bodies around them while their eyes awaited for the movie on the screen to start.
>The guests who couldn't claim a piece of Lincoln scattered themselves among the sisters, occasionally giving jealous glances to the girl's who had stolen his limbs.
>All of them except for Cookie, she had a different plan.
>The girl leaped up and sat on Lincoln's lap, firmly grinding her butt into his crotch as she claimed the make-shift cushion as her own.
>She squirmed on him, leaning back and nuzzling the back of her head into his neck before crossing her legs.
>He could feel the other four around him grip his body tighter once cookie had sat down, as if to keep their prizes safe from the others' greed.
>Cookie's shampoo tickled the boy's nose as she nestled into him. She smelled like fresh strawberries.

>Dumbo began to play on the screen. The big-eared elephant's tale quickly entrancing all of the little girls.
>Lincoln tried to focus on the film, and keep his mind from wandering as the girls around him gripped him.
>But their bodies were soft, and he could feel their weak breath against his skin as they rested against him. Holding onto him as if he was the most comfortable thing in the world.
>Nina and Tia held his arms tightly to his chest, quickly pulling them in tighter whenever he so dared as to even twitch. 
>When he tried to gently pull his arm out of Nina's grasp to scratch is neck, the girl jumped on it, holding onto his arm with both her legs and hands, wrapping herself around it.
>She spent the rest of the film attached to him like that, her legs holding his arm tightly against her abdomen. The girk's breathing grew heavy and her legs twitched as he periodically (and weakly) tried to break free. 
>Cookie was another kind of handful, being the excitable girl that she was. Her eyes followed the screen, her body inching left and right as she followed the elephant's movements. She rocked her whole body whenever the beast jumped, and leaned forward or back as the mouse scampered around Dumbo.
>This would not have been an issue, had Lincoln's member not been her cushion.
>He could feel her rear clearly through the pajamas she wore, and more often then not she landed so his growing erection was between her buns.
>Her age was both a blessing and a curse, as she ignorantly continued to press her butt against his growing erection, unaware of what it was.
>His eyes, darted across the room, he did his best to find something, anything to focus on to keep himself from thinking of terrible, sinful things.
>His eyes landed on Christina, her lips gently pressing against another one of her lollipops.
>The boy could almost taste her drool in his mouth again. This was not helping.
>He looked to the other guests, only to see Sofie suckling on Bunbun's ear.

>Lincoln could see her drool soak into the ear, how her lips pressed against the fabric.
>They looked so soft. If only he could-
>No! Bad thoughts!
>Really bad thoughts!
>He was pulled away from the perverse, pink cloud that filled his mind as Cookie turned around, and gave the boy a soft nudge before standing.
>She brought her mouth to his ear, whispering to him. 
>"Hey Linc...can you take me to the bathroom? It's... dark upstairs and..." 
>The girl couldn't finish her sentence, instead looking away in shame as she took a step back.
>Despite trying to keep her voice quiet, all of the other four kids latched onto Lincoln had heard her. With an exaggerated groan they released Lincoln, pouting as he held Cookie's hand and guided her upstairs. 
>Though the girl was embarrassed, Lincoln was ecstatic. He finally had a chance to purify his thoughts.
>The walk was short and silent, the girl unable to keep her eyes from leaving the ground as Lincoln escorted her to the restroom.
>Once they reached the door, Lincoln opened it for the girl and took a bow.
>"Th-Thank you..." she mumbled before shuffling inside. She flicked on the lights and then barred the door behind her.
>Lincoln leaned against the door to Lori and Leni's room as he waited, enjoying the brief moment of respite he was given.
>The night had been hectic, and this was the first chance he had in a while to relax a little.
>The moment would be short-lived, as Cookie left the restroom as briskly as she went in. The girl grabbed the boy's hand before tugging him down towards the first floor.
>Cookie murmured another thank you as the descended the stairs and re-entered the living room, where the girls surrounding the sofa impatiently waited their return.
>Soon as Lincoln sat down, the children all re-assumed their positions, cocooning Lincoln in their warmth.
>Cookie made sure claim her throne once again, planting her butt right on Lincoln's lap once again.

>All of naughty thoughts Lincoln tried to force out instantly returned with a vengeance.
>He thought they were holding onto him tightly before, but now...
>He could feel Tia's and Nina's heartbeat against his bare arms. 
>Cookie wasn't the only one nuzzling up to Lincoln's chest . Both of the girls on his arms cuddled up to the boy, their sweet scents mixing with Cookie's as they embraced him.
>It was sickeningly sweet, and it only got worse as the sounds of their weak breathing tickled his ears. 
>The movie continued playing out as it had before, coming to a close as Dumbo flies around the circus, garnering the respect and awe of all those who attended.
>By the time the credits roll and the Elephant got the happy ending he deserves, most of Lincoln's sisters were already out. Lisa, Lily, and Luan, who hadn't fallen asleep, were clearly resisting the sandman's wiles to the best of their ability.
>It was about time Lincoln let the party die out, so for once he used all the muscle he could muster to stand up, causing the girls on him to tumble gently to the blanket-covered floor.
>"It's about time I clocked out, see you girls at breakfast." He whispered before making his way through the minefield that was where his sisters slept.
>Those that were still awake weakly nodded before pulling blankets over themselves. Hushed yawns resonated from below as Lincoln climbed the stairs.
>Once he had made it to his bedroom he tossed his clothes and underwear aside and got on his knees.
>A wave of shame rolled over Lincoln as his erection now hung freely, unrestrained. 
>He didn't want to jack off while his sisters had friends over, that was never a good idea. But after having being teased for so long...
>The boy just couldn't help it.
>So he pulled out a comic that was hidden between the mattress and frame of his bed, a kind of comic that would cause his parents to faint if ever found.
>Lincoln quickly began taking care of business, unaware of the child at the door.

>Lincoln didn't notice his company at first, his attention entirely focused on the panels in his comic and the hand around his dick.
>"Whatcha doooin?" she whispered into his ear, causing the boy to let out a pathetic, muffled shriek as he jumped backwards.
>Only after catching his breath could Lincoln face his visitor. 
>It was Elizabeth.
>The girl twirled and twisted her hair between her fingers as she took a step towards the boy.
>"Are you...ok? You were making weird noises and-" Lincoln quickly interrupts her as he brings his hands down to cover his shame.
>"I-Yes I'm fine. What are you even doing up here?" He asks before using one of his hands to pick up his shirt from off the ground, using it to cover his lower half.
>"It was cold downstairs, so I came up here so I could sleep here with you!"
>Lincoln could only give the girl a dumbfounded stare in response.
>Again, their age turned out to be a blessing.
>"I'm sorry Ellie, but I think you should go back downstairs. If you're cold you can take one of my..."
>The boy trailed off, now focused on the sounds of even more footsteps approaching.
>Lincoln tried to grab the rest of his clothes, but it was far too late.
>Before he could even lean towards his jeans a small gaggle of girls appeared at the doorway. 
>"No fair Ellie! We were gonna to-" Ronnie Anne's voice filled the room before suddenly grinding to a halt, shocked at the sight before her.
>"Why are you naked?" Nina's words follow Ronnie's as she points to Lincoln, tilting her head to the side after asking.
>"I-Uhm. We were...I mean..." Lincoln fumbles over his words, unable to salvage an excuse or a reason for the circumstance.
>"I Know what this is!" Tia speaks, approaching from the rear of the group while closing the door behind her.
>"I've seen my brother do this with his girlfriend before! You were gonna play adult games with Ellie!"
>Now both Ellie and Lincoln were stammering messes, unable to get out a single word.
>"Well I wanna play too!"

>"What?" 
>"Can I play too?" Sofie asked out from the back, holding the stuffed bunny to her chest.
>"Yeah! Let's play! Let's play!" Mollie called out shortly after her, jumping up and down after running up next to Lincoln.
>"I've seen this kind of stuff on my brother's computer! I know what to do!" She continued before pulling off her pajamas.
>"N-No! We aren't playing anything, you're going to go downstairs and-" Lincoln tried to continue before being cut off by Mollie's lips.
>She grabbed his cheeks and pulled the white-haired boy into a kiss, and a very deep kiss at that. The girls tongue rolled around in Lincoln's mouth as she gazed into Lincoln's eyes. Her cheeks were beat red and he could see her legs tremble as she did her best to please.
>As they kissed, the other seven girls guided Lincoln to the bed, forcing him to sit on the edge before swarming his nether regions.
>Lincoln could hardly muster any resistance, he was lucky his body wasn't on autopilot as it was. 
>His erection throbbed and twitched as Mollie wrapped her tongue around his, pressing her lips against his mouth. She felt so soft...so warm.
>Against his best interest, the boy began to return the kiss. His tongue pushed into her mouth as well, lapping her up her drool as the young girl gave out a weak moan.
>A tight, warm and wet feeling pulled the boy's attention from the kiss. Christina's mouth was sliding down Lincoln's cock, her tongue licking away at the head, coaxing the boy to cum as best she could.
>She could only make it half way down Lincoln's shaft before needing to pull back, he was much to big for her small mouth to handle.
>Once the other girls had seen Christtie couldn't make it all the way down, two of them decided to lend a hand.
>Sofie and Cookie got on their knees next to Christina and scooted between her and Lincoln's thighs. Sofie took the left side while Cookie the right.
>At first they only watched, their breath tickling the bits of Lincoln's cock Christina's tight mouth couldn't reach.
>But then curiosity kicked in, and they slowly brought their mouths to his dick. Sofie was the first of the two to give it a taste, gently pressing her lips against it and giving it a kiss before licking it. The shy girl let out a happy little hum before licking it more and more, teasing the boy just as much as Christina was.
>Cookie followed Sofie's lead and peppered her side with smooches and smecks, occasionally running her tongue along the side as Christina pulled her head back, before bobbing her head back down.
>Mollie saw Lincoln was focused on the three girls at his dick, and was obviously jealous. She gave Lincoln a heavy push and sent him on his backside, breaking the kiss.
>Once he was on his back, she hopped onto the bed and got on her knees as well before sitting on his chest. While her butt and her snatch rested on his chest, her knees were spread and against the bed on his sides. Once she was seated, she leaned back into Lincoln to resume their kiss, this time with even more enthusiasm as she grinded herself against his chest, her pussy leaving a small puddle on him where she sat.
>The stimulation was too much for the poor boy, who's cock began to twitch in anticipation of release.
>Christina pulled her head off of him, confused by it's sudden movements.
>Sofie and Cookie continued to lick at it, occasionally giving it a soft nibble with their lips, bringing Lincoln to orgasm.
>A pathetic moan filled the room as Lincoln groaned into Mollie's mouth, causing the girl to kiss him even harder.
>The boy's cock shuddered, releasing six jets of cum all over Christina's face.
>All the girls were stunned, except for Mollie who wasn't even paying attention to the others.
>Christie licked her lips, tasting the white goop that coated her.

>The other girls could only gawk as she let it roll inside of her mouth, across her tongue before swallowing it.
>"...Does that...Lincoln's milk taste good?" Cookie asked, inching towards her.
>"It tastes really good..." She murmured before putting her face back against the boy's erection.
>"Thank you for the treat..." she whispered before putting her lips against the crown, giving it a quick peck. Almost instantly the other girls tackled Christina, running their tongues across her cheeks to get a taste of Lincoln's milk.
>"I want more of Lincolns milk!" Nina said after licking off the last ounce of the white treat off of Christina, who was now covered in kisses on the ground, panting like a bitch in heat.
>"You can have some more later, but now...we start part two!" Tia whispered to her friends as she grabbed Lincoln's rod in her hand, standing up above it.

>The boy tried to shake them off, but his body still wouldn't listen to him. The only thing he could do was let out a whimper as Tia toyed with his sensitive cock before pulling her panties to the side.
>Ellie also hopped onto Lincoln's bed as she watched Tia prepare herself. While waiting, she grabbed Lincoln's left hand and brought it to her mouth. She suckled on his fingers as she observed the spectacle unfolding in front of her. Ronnie Anne also took one of Lincoln's hand, but she brought it to her lower mouth instead, forcing his fingers against her panties. Lincoln's hand took a mind of its own, teasing her through the cloth.
>Sofie took up the last remaining free spot on the bed, behind Lincoln's head.
>"Can I...kiss him too?" She asked, dropping Bunbun on the pillow closest to her.
>Mollie didn't reply, but she did move her head to the side, making just enough room for her to squeeze in and taste the boy alongside her.
>Once Tia had emotionally prepared herself, the young child began to lower herself onto Lincoln's spear, mimicking the actions her father and mother had unwittingly shown her.
>Both Lincoln and Tia let out a yelp as his cock parted her lower lips, slowly forcing it's way through her hymen and into her depths.
>Lincoln was disgusted with how heavenly her cunt felt. He felt as if it would milk his balls dry if he ever lost focus. 
>Tia...enjoyed it too. Much more so then Lincoln ever thought would be possible. In mere seconds the girl began to bob up and down on the boy's dick. She made soft, happy noises as his cock-head teased her underdeveloped womb, each thrust pressing against it harder and harder.
>The crowd surrounding the mating couple stared in awe as Lincoln began to thrust in kind against her, matching her hips as to push his cock as deep into her as he could.
>And deeper he went, piercing through the entrance to her womb with his first thrust. The girl could barely contain a euphoric scream as his dick rubbed against her most sacred place.
>Her cervix gripped Lincoln tightly, trying to pull Lincoln back in whenever his dick moved away. 
>Soon Lincoln was on the edge of climax once again, and Tia could feel it coming. With one final thrust she put all her weight against the boy, forcing his cock as deep into her womb as she could before it began to twitch.
>A torrent of semen was released inside her. Tia's eyes rolled into the back of her head as her womb twitched, happily accepting Lincoln's gift. Shortly afterwards, Tia fell forward. Off of Lincoln's cock and onto her face on the floor below. Her body shuddered, overwhelmed by the pleasure she had experienced.
>"Lincoln's milk!" Nina shouted after the girl fell of Lincoln, stuffing her face into Tia's cunt. She drank up all of the seed she could that oozed from her cunt, causing the girl to shake and quiver in her unconscious stupor.
>Even after cumming twice, Lincoln's body was still ready for more. His cock stood tall, looking much more proud than Lincoln felt.
>Being a child of Lynn Sr had it's perks, and this was one of them.

>"My turn!" Elizabeth shouted before dropping the boy's hand, in seconds she slung her sweater and pajama bottoms off to the side before standing above the boy's dick.
>This time, however, she faced towards Lincoln instead of away. Though the two girls slobbering over his face obscured her view of the boy. 
>She pushed herself down on Lincoln much faster than Tia head, quickly breaking the barriers inside her cunt.
>The girl winced in pain, and she couldn't help but start to cry, the pain was so bad.
>She regretted not taking her time with this.
>Though, the sight of her tears spurred Lincoln on. He gently shoved the two girls on his face aside, while pulling his (now soaked with pussy-juice) hand away from Ronnie Anne.
>Lincoln pulled Ellie into a gentle embrace, shushing her as tears began to stream down her cheeks.
>"There there..." He softly rocked the girl back and forth as he continued to shush her, eventually calming the child down.
>Once the tears had stopped falling, Lincoln quickly began to realize that it was a little too late to turn back. So instead of forcing the girl off of him, he pressed himself against her.
>"Does it still hurt?" He whispered, running his hand through her hair.
>"N-No..." Ellie stuttered back, returning his hug with one of her own. She nuzzled her head into his neck, and Lincoln could feel her weakly begin to gyrate her hips. Guess that meant she was ready to continue. 
>The other girls all inched closer to the couple as Lincoln began to shake his hips, causing Ellie to let out flood of moans and mewls.

>Nina even sat right between Lincoln's legs as she stared at his cock ram in and out of Ellie's young body.
>The room began to grow louder as Elizabeth continued to let out a torrent of noise, unable to suppress her moans like Tia had. So Lincoln muffled her moans with a kiss, one that Ellie was more than happy to receive. Their tongues danced as their hips shaked. Periodically Ellie would lose focus and go limp, her cunt tightening as orgasm after orgasm rocked her small body.
>Only minutes into their love-making session did the girl lose consciousness entirely, her frame laying limp against Lincoln as he continued to plunge his dick into her.
>Even after her mind had faded she continued to convulse, her body overcome with bliss.
>Soon, Lincoln filled her with his cum too. Though before she could fall to the floor like Tia had, Lincoln made sure to lay her down on the bed beside him.
>The room now reeked of sex, and he could see the other children that surrounded him were flushed red, each of them wanting to ride the log.

>"Lame-o! Over here!" Ronnie was the first to speak up. Lincoln turned to face the girl only to see her on her hands and knees, waving her butt towards him as she waited.
>Lincoln hobbled on his knees until he was behind her, before grabbing the child's ass and slowly sliding his cock against her entrance.
>Her pussy-lips were drenched, ready to take him in.
>Though, Lincoln made sure to take his first stroke extra-slowly, to avoid another session like before.
>The girl stuffed her face into one of Lincoln's pillow, muffling a rapturous scream as Lincoln pulled her to the hilt of his cock.
>Lincoln savored the moment, the feeling of her tight, wet walls completely enveloping his manhood. Meanwhile, Ronnie Anne drooled into the pillow as she tried to move her hips herself.
>"Lincooooln...pwease..." She mewled, trying to muster the strength to shake her hips herself.
>Lincoln obliged her, leaning forward over her arced back and wrapping his arms around chest before plunging into her again.
>Each thrust shook the girl's body, who was now trying her best to act tough.
>"F-Fashter!" she shouted into the pillow before slobbering over it. Again, Lincoln obliged. 
>The bed creaked as Lincoln shook his hips as fast as he could, sending Ronnie Anne to heaven as he fucked her as best he could.
>Her tough-girl attitude disappeared, and soon she was whimpering and groaning pathetically into the bed as Lincoln continued to slam his body against hers.

>While they fucked, those who were still conscious squeezed as close to the mating pair as they could. Mollie and Christina both began to lick over the boy's back and sides as Nina hummed happily to herself, staring down Ronnie Anne as Lincoln pounded her brains out.
>Lincoln put every ounce of force he could muster into his last thrusts, his cock pierced through into her womb as he released his seed inside of her.
>Ronnie Anne giggled happily as he pulled out, not really understanding why his semen resting in her belly made her so happy.
>With all her remaining strength, Ronnie Anne turned over onto her back to observe the others, basking in the afterglow of her first time making love.
>Lincoln wanted to do the same, taking a deep breath as he pulled out his dick from the girl, causing some of his cum to leak out onto the sheets as he moved away.
>Sofie stuffed her face into the sheet, swallowing all that she could just as Nina had done to Tia before.
>After drinking all that she could, Sofie grabbed Lincoln's half-flaccid dick and rubbed it against her cheek.
>"Is it my turn yet?" She asked, before planting a kiss on the left side of the crown.
>The sight alone was enough to turn Lincoln's cock to diamonds, and his body was raring to go once again. 
>Lincoln guided the shy girl onto her back and gave the soft-spoken girl a kiss to the forehead before grabbing his erection in his hand.
>He aligned it with her pussy's entrance, and gently teased the girl's lower lips by rubbing it back and forth across them.
>Then, with due amounts of delicacy, he slowly plunged his dick inside her.
>Sofie was much quieter then Ellie and Ronnie, her moans and grunts sounding more like faint squeaks.
>It was music to Lincoln's ears! So he did his best to please, rubbing the head of his cock against her walls, trying to milk out as many of her moans as he could.
>Lincoln quickly found the spot that made her moan the most, a spot just south of her cervix. He adjusted his hips and went to town, pounding against it as hard as he could, forcing out the quiet's girls whimpers and cries.
>Just as her voice began to get a little too loud for Lincoln's comfort, he brought up his left hand to her cheeks and pushed his index and middle fingers against the girl's lips.
>She eagerly opened her mouth and took them in, suckling on the digits as Lincoln continued to rock the bed.

>Despite being the the missionary position, seeing Sofie suckle on his fingers as he pounded against her filled the boy with anything but pure thoughts.
>Her tight walls were quick to milk him, however, and soon Lincoln rested the entirely of his body against her as he released another torrent of cum.
>Sofie embraced Lincoln as he pressed himself against her, her smile warped by a final, explosive orgasm that sent quakes over her entire body.
>Sofie was left unable to move, shuddering and shaking violently as she brought her hands to her cunt, desperate to keep the seed from leaking out.
>"Noooo..." she slurred, her body still convulsing with pleasure. Her attempts to keep the cum inside her belly from escaping were trivialized further as Mollie jumped between her and Lincoln. She rested her nose right against Sofie's clit before pulling the girl's hands aside, eating her out while humming softly to herself.
>The girl waved her butt at Lincoln, mimicking Ronnie Anne as she made Sofie squeal.
>Mollie got what he wanted, Lincoln grabbed her tush and yanked her away from Sofie and into his lap.
>Nina picked up where Mollie left off, drinking up as much of Lincoln's milk as she could while Lincoln lifted Mollie onto his crotch.
>Lincoln manhandled the girl, holding her by the hip as he guided Mollie's pussy to his cock.

>Once again he slowly pressed his dick against, and then into her lower-mouth. Mollie was...much more sensitive than the girls before her. Lincoln was less than ten thrusts in before she began to spasm against him, her tongue lulling out of her mouth as she limply rested against him. Looks like Lincoln would be doing all of the moving this time.
>With his hands already around her hips, Lincoln used Mollie as a human fleshlight. 
>He grinded her pussy into his dick, bringing the girl to heaven over and over again.
>She continued to quiver and tremble, to the point where Lincoln worried about her.
>However, whenever he slowed or stop, she'd always whisper to him, begging him to keep going.
>So he did, until the sheets below them were stained white.
>Her arms held onto the boy tightly, and she only came off Lincoln when Nina, Cookie, and Christina all worked together to pry her off of him.

>Mollie fell onto the bed before rolling off the side, landing on Tia with a thud.
>"I...I can't..." Lincoln mumbled to the last three, doing his best to lift his body. But despite his cock standing tall, the rest of Lincoln's body was completely drained. 
>"That's ok. I'll move for you." Cookie said before kissing Lincoln's cheek. The girl stripped herself of her pajamas, tossing them on the head of the bed before standing above Lincoln.
>The bed creaked as she stood above him, her cunt dripping with excitement.
>In one swift motion she lowered herself to Lincoln's base, something that had caused Ellie to burst into tears earlier that night.
>Cookie winced, if only for a second, before lifting herself away.
>She rode Lincoln cowgirl style, bobbing up and down against his dick as her little legs could manage. 
>He could see her abdomen bulge out slightly whenever she lowered herself to the hilt of his dick. 
>He enjoyed this sight, and Cookie could tell.
>She did her best to give her hips a quick wiggle whenever she bottomed out on him, teasing Lincoln's erection with her deepest walls.
>The poor boy's dick was more sensitive and raw then it ever had been before. He could feel each indent of her insides, each little twitch of her pussy.
>Soon as his dick showed signs of coming, Cookie brought out her secret weapon.
>Her left hand reached down to Lincoln's family jewels, giving them a soft squeeze as the boy came inside her.
>His hips arced upwards as she caressed him, his cock giving her womb a kiss as it painted her insides white with his baby-batter.
>Cookie was weak in the knees as she stood up off of him, only managing to take two steps before toppling onto the bed alongside Ronnie Anne.

>Nina and Christina pulled her and Ronnie Anne off of the bed onto the floor, clearing out the immediate area around Lincoln.
>Christina began to stand up on the bed, only to be tackled to the side by Nina.
>"No! My turn!" Christina pouted as Nina pushed her aside, quite mad at what she did. Though Nina didn't seem to notice her anger, as she was too busy clumsily leaning over Lincoln.
>Nina copied what Lincoln had done to Sofie, though being the one on top made it a little rougher for her.
>Lincoln trembled on the bed as Nina began to slide down Lincoln's shaft. She was tighter then any of the others by far. Despite it being almost painful for Lincoln, Nina continued to giggle giddily as she pressed her bare chest against Lincoln.
>She began to bob her hips against the boy, their only able-bodied observer lifting Lincoln's head and holding it in her lap all the while.
>"Feels...good..." Nina murmured in a trance, repeating the phrase between thrusts. She rested her hands on his chest as she gyrated her hips, her words began to slur as she lost herself to the pleasure.
>Soon Nina could only repeat Lincoln's name, whispering it to him as his cock turned the young girl into a woman. 
>After that she lost her ability to talk altogether, moaning into Lincoln's chest as she wiggled her hips like a beast in heat.
>Lincoln's vision began to fade as he felt another orgasm well up from within him.
>He trembled on the bed as Nina's young body milked him of all his worth, her womb drinking up of cum the boy let out. 
>Even after Lincoln had cum she continued to shake her hips, rubbing the boy raw while making happy, soft noises.
>Until Christina shoved her off.
>Even after Lincoln's dick had left her body, Nina continued to thrust her hips at nothing. Though her thrusts began to slow, as the urge to sleep soon overtake her.

>Then, it was just Christina and Lincoln. Though Lincoln was fading away too, the world began to turn dark as Christina mounted herself on him.
>Numbness filled his body as she dropped herself on the boy, each movement of her hips furthering his descent into unconsciousness.
>Just as his eyes began to close, Christina brought her face to his while wearing the most innocent smile the boy had seen her make.
>She put her lips against his, and kissed him as if he was her long-time lover.
>His eyes rolled back as she moved her hips again, the young girl's body filling his thoughts as he faded out.
>The last thing he could remember before falling under was the taste of her tongue and her hips grinding against his.

>...

>An alarm filled the room, it's blaring wail quickly rousing Lincoln from his slumber.
>The boy flew up, out of his bed and onto the floor.
>His limbs were weak, barely able to support his weight as he crossed the room.
>With a slam of his fist he hit the top of the alarm, quickly muting it.
>Only once the room was filled with silence did he notice it.
>Silence.
>Where were all the girls?
>Lincoln's head scanned the floor and his bed, not a one in sight.
>Did they leave? Did they tell the others what they did? Were his parents going to murder him when he got downstairs?
>Lincoln panicked, quickly grabbing a clean set of clothes before poking his head out the door.
>No trigger-happy parents in the hallway.
>Lincoln pulled out his cellphone, tapping at it's screen to see if they had sent him anything via-text.
>Nothing new from them...but there was a new notification sent from himself?
>'Look in photos! See u next week!'
>Lincoln gulped before following the notification's instructions, opening the photo album on his phone.
>Lincoln nearly fainted as the first new picture popped up. It was of Lincoln sleeping, and all eight of their guests cuddled up to him, some of them still had his cum oozing from their cunts as they rested against or played with Lincoln's comatosed form.
>Another one after that, similar except for a few minor changes in pose.
>Then... a selfie of Leni.
>Then...three pictures of his cabinets. Nice.
>Lincoln sighed, putting the phone away before making his way to the bathroom.

>A hot shower washed away most of the grime leftover on Lincoln's body, leaving only fatigue and a guilty conscious in it's wake. 
>As the running water cleansed his body, there was a heavy knock on the bathroom door.
>"Lincoln!" They shouted, it was his mother. "Your father wants to have a word with you the moment you get downstairs!"
>"O-OK." His voice cracked as he shouted back, worry filling his mind.
>Rita didn't reply, instead heading back down the hall and presumably back down the stairs. 
>Looks like they had found out, it was time to face the music.
>He finished his shower as quickly as he could before throwing on his clothes. Stress nagged at him like it never had before, he worried that if he took too long he'd die of a heart-attack before his parents could kill him themselves.
>He could hear chatter from below as he descended the stairs, his head was towards the floor as he entered the kitchen. He could hear his father and Leni at the table, eating and mumbling until Lincoln approached.
>"Lincoln..." His father started out, sounding a little more endearing than he had expected.
>"You...are an even better babysitter than we thought you would be!" His dad shouted, Leni squealing as well as his father called out to him.
>"Pour yourself a bowl Lincoln, you did good kiddo." He continued before shoveling another spoon of raisin brand into his mouth.
>"I thought you'd just try to ignore your sisters, and only do the bare minimum you could before reading your comics upstairs alone. But you kept everyone entertained the entire night, and even helped our guests with their sleeping problem!"
>"Sleeping problem?" Lincoln asked, confused as he was relieved.
>"Yeah! Leni was telling me all about it! None of them could sleep too well, cause they ain't at home, so you read them all a bedtime story! You even let them sleep in your room!"
>"Oh, uh. You know me! Always tryin' my best!" Lincoln laughed as he poured himself a bowl of Cornonoflakes, the most bearable cereal his parents had gotten the last time they visited the store.
>"How was your and Mom's night out?" He questioned, filling the bowl with milk and settling into the table next to his family.
>"It was uh..." Lynn Sr looked away from his boy as he tugged at the collar of his shirt. "..Exhuasting. Yeah. Exhausting. Your mom really knows how to take a man on a date. Though... I think I showed her a good time as well."
>"Why'd you guys stay out so late anyway? I didn't think trivia-night could go on for that long?"
>"We made...a stop on the way home. Oh! But last night was really educational." Lynn sr spoke up before dropping his spoon, putting both his hands on the table as he grabbed Lincoln's attention.

>"Did you know, that the youngest girl to ever get pregnant was five years old? Gave birth at six!"
>Lincoln dropped his spoon as his father continued.
>"I know right? Me too! Your mother almost fainted when they revealed the answer...you ok Lincoln?" 
>The boy felt weak, his face began to go white as he stood up. He made his way to the stairs as he mumbled "I think I need a minute..."
>Lynn Sr shrugged before giving Leni a weak elbow to the side. "Never knew Lincoln was that squeamish."
>The boy ran up the stairs and into the room, leaping onto his bed.
>Imagery of eight pregnant first-graders plagued Lincoln's imagination as he screamed into his pillow.